The H'tHme of King Lear . 

Is it noc as this mouth fhould teare this hand 
For lifting food to’t, but I will punifh furc. 

No I will weepc no more, in fuch a night as this . ' 

O Regan, Conor iU , your old kind father ( hes , 

Whole franlte heart gaue you all, Othat waymadnes 

Let me fhun that, no more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter 

Lear. Prethe goe in thy felfe, feeke thy one eafe 
This tcmpeft will not giue mele^ue to ponder 
On things would hufifme more, but lie goe m, 

Poore naked wretches, where fo e r e you are 

That bide the peltmgol this pitttles night. 

How {hall your houfe-ltlTe heads, and vnfed fides. 
Your looptand windowed raggednes de^en you 
From feafons fuch as thefe, O I haue tane 

__ i 



^xpofe thy felfe to feele what wretcnes i--, 

'hat thou mayft {hake the fuperfluxto them, 

bid Ihew the heauens more iuft. foirit,helpc me,helpe 

Poole, Come not in here Nunckle, her s a ipmt,neip , v 

^Kent. Giue me thy hand, whofe there. __ 

hathorne blowes the cold wind, goe to thy coin 

*£* Hall thou giuenalltothy two jaughtat.andartthou 

cometothis? ^^^vcTtfW.whomethefoule 

Sdg. Who giues anythin* to po uch foor a , and 

Fiende hath led. through fire, an ^ aydkfiiuesvn- 

whirli-poole, ore bog and by his pottage, 

dcrhis pillow,and halters in hi p > , horfe ouer 

made him proud of heart, t0 .^^ °^^ a ^adow fb*‘ a traytor, 

foure mcht bridges, to cour i c {p c thee from whirl e-winds, 

bleffe thy fiue wits, Toms a co > f onie charitie.whoffl 

ftarre-blulting,and taking, doe p the 
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the idule fiend vexes, there couldl haue him now, and there, and 

and there againc, 

Lear. What, his daughters brought him to this palle, 

Couldft thou faue nothing, didft thou giue them all ? 

Bole- Nay he referu’d a blanket, elfe we had beene all fliam’d . 

Lear. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
flano- fated ore mens faults, fall on thy daughters. 

Kent. He hath no daughters fir. 

Lear. Death traytor, nothing could haue fubdued nature 
To fuch a lownes,but his vnkind daughters. 

Is it the fafliion that difcarded fathers. 

Should haue thus little mercy on their flefti, 
Iudiciouspunifhment twas this flefii 
Begot thofe Pelicane daughters . 

Edg. Pilicock fate on pelicocks hill, a lo lo lo. 

Toole. This cold night will turne vs all to fooles'& madmen. 

Fdg. Take heede at’h fonle fiend, obay thy parents,keep thy 
words iuftly, fweare notfcommit not with mans fworne fpoufe, 
fet not thy fweet heart on proud array, Toms a cold, 

Lear. What haft thou beene 4 

Edg. A Seruingman, proud in heart and mind, that curld my 
haire, wore gloues in my cap,ferued the lull: ofmy miftris heart, 
and did the act of darkenes with her, fworeas many oaths as I 
fpake words, and broke them in the fweet face of heauen, one 
that flep tin the cont riuing of lull, andwakt to doe it, wine lo- 
ued I deeply, dice deerely , and in woman out paromord the 
Turke.falfe of heart, light ofeare,bloudie ofhand,Hog in floth, 
Foxin Health, VVoolfe in greedincs,, Dog inmadnes, Lyon 
in pray, let not the creekingof fhooes, nor the ruflngs offilkes 
betray thy poore heart to women, keepe thy fbote out of bro- 
thell, thy hand out of placket, thy pen from lenders booke, 
anddefie thefoule fiend, Hill through the hathorne blowes the 
cold wind, hay no on ny. Dolphin my boy, my boy, caefe 
let him trot by 1 

Lear Why thou wert better in thy graue, then to anfwere 
wi th thy vneouered bodie tins extremitie of the skies, is man no 
more, but thi s cofider him well, thou oweft the worme no filke, 
thebe.afinohide, the {lieepeno wooll, the cat no perfume, her’s 
three ons are fo phiftieated,thou art the thing it felfe, vnaccom- 

Qz odated 


